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*Not me!* grumbled Markham. * What I is a brandy-
and-soda.*

He walked down with us to the taxicab.

*Come at nine to-morrow/         Vance, as we         our

scats. sLct the office wait a bit. And don't, forget to 'phone
Heath for those alibis.5

Then^ just as we started off5 he leaned out of the car.

*And I say, Markham: how tali would you say Mrs. Plate
was?5